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THE ALDINE. 



THE OLD SMUGGLER'S STORY. 

Traveling, not long ago, with a party of friends 
across the Bavarian Tyrol towards Partenkirchen, 
we were overtaken by a violent mountain tempest, 
which broke upon us with all the sudden fury of the 
storms of that region, and drove us to seek refuge 
under a broad shed built out over the road in front 
of a mountain inn. 

Several parties had arrived before lus, and were 
awaiting the passing over of the tempest. A large 
wagon, laden with merchandise, stood at one side, its 
driver lazily smoking and exchanging mountain sto- 
ries with the coachman and postilion of an English 
traveling carriage, whose occupants were within, in 
the dining room of the small inn, refreshing them- 
selves with mountain fare — bread and milk and 
honey. 

The servants of the inn were moving about, busily 
engaged in giving food and water to the horses. 
Among them was an old man, whose 
striking appearance attracted our 
special attention. He appeared to 
be on the upper rounds of the lad- 
der of life, and his brown and wrin- 
kled skin, and long sinewy limbs 
told of a wild and trying life among 
the mountains. He was dressed in 
an old brown jacket which hung 
loosely about his shrunken form, a 
very dirty shirt, well-worn leather 
knee-breeches, and a shabby Tyrol 
hat, from whose brim, as he went 
back and forth bringing water from 
the well, the rain poured in streams. 
Grasped tight, between two rows of 
well-preserved teeth, he held a short- 
stemmed pipe, from which he puffed 
a constant column of smoke. 

After completing his care of the > 
horses, the old man, attracted, per- 
haps, by my evident observation, 
drew near to where I was standing, 
listening to stories of mountain trav- 
el and adventure from my compan- 
ion — himself a man whose life had 
been passed among wild scenes of 
storm and danger. I noticed with 
what close attention the old man 
listened to our conversation. He 
took no part in it, but stood quietly 
smoking; only, now and then, an 
affirmative nod of the head, or a 
twinkle about his mouth and eyes 
showed with what delight he heard 
the recital of adventures whose 
counterpart he had, no doubt, ex- 
perienced on many a wild mountain 
tramp. 

At last the storm ceased, the 
clouds broke and rolled away, and 
the brilliant sunlight burst forth, 
flooding the landscape with won- 
drous glory. The freight wagon 
rolled off with much clatter, the 
travelers in the carriage were driv- 
en away over the mountain road, 
the coachman cracking his long 
whip, and, at length, myself and companions took up 
our alpenstocks. and knapsacks and made ready to 
proceed on our journey. 

As we were starting, the old man came towards us, 
and touching his battered hat, begged the privilege 
of carrying our luggage. 

"lama used-up old fellow," said he, pathetically, 
" and not strong enough for more hard work. But I 
must go to Partenkirchen to-night, and would gladly 
earn a little money, for tobacco, on the road/' 

The offer was not unwelcome ; but, at the same time, 
we hesitated to place upon the shoulders of the 
seemingly feeble old man, a burden which had already 
proved wearisome to our own. With an indescribable 
expression of contempt he looked at our small bag- 
gage. 

" Only those few bundles," said he, " and over a 
smooth, level road ! Even if I have counted more 
than seventy years, I am not so feeble as all that. 
In my day I have often carried a couple of hundred- 
weight on my back, over a road full of rocks and 
danger of all kinds." 

" Come ahead," said he, swinging our luggage over 
his shoulder, and starting off at a pace strong and 
buoyant as that of a young man. 



We followed him along the mountain path, towards 
the little village of Oberau, where the road turns 
to the right, up across the Ettaler mountain to- 
wards Ammergau, where the narrow valley suddenly 
widens, presenting to the eyes of the traveler a pano- 
rama of exquisite loveliness. Green, meadows, sur- 
rounded by slopes of rich woodland, form a pleasant 
contrast to the bold mountain forms rising beyond ; 
and, through an opening at the end of the valley 
appear the church spires of Partenkirchen. 

We stopped for a moment, to enjoy the delicious 
picture before us. 

" We have been passing," said my companion, 
" over the old highway, which, in former times, was 
the road by which merchandise from the East Indies 
was brought into Germany, having reached the Tyrol 
by way of the Mediterranean and Venice. To ensure 
safety to the transports, a large protective associa- 
tion of freight carriers was formed, and stations es- 
tablished all along the road, similar to the present 




' But, mark you, that his face is raised to God." — (See page 192.) 

postal stations, where were bands of armed men, and 
where goods of all kinds were collected, until enough 
were brought together to form a large train, when 
they were taken across the mountains to Augsburg, 
from thence to be scattered all over Germany." 

What interested me more, even, than these remi- 
niscences, was the conduct of our old companion, 
over whose figure had come a complete change. He 
had sat down on some pieces of rock by the road- 
side to rest, but as we talked together of the times 
which were past, he stood up and drew nearer and 
nearer. In his eagerness to hear every word of our 
conversation he allowed his pipe to go out, and his 
face and figure was expressive of the keenest inter- 
est. 

" I see you are pleased, old friend," I said to him. 
" Perhaps you never have heard of all the trade 
and traffic which formerly existed among your native 
mountains." 

The old man looked at me with an expression of 
contempt and pity, similar to that with which he 
had measured our baggage a short time before. 

"Never have heard tell of it!" said he. "Well, 
when one has seen a thing himself, he does not 
need to hear of it from others." 



"Seen it yourself!" we said, in astonishment. 
" What have you seen, old friend ? " 

" What else but that you have spoken of? " said 
he. "The old trains of merchandise going over the 
mountains." 

My friend gave me a side glance. It was evident 
that the old man's brain was weakened. Still there 
was a certain charm in hearing him talk. 

" You are mistaken, friend ! " said I. " The times 
we were speaking of, were over, several hundred 
years ago." 

He shook his head, and again the old look of pity 
came into his eyes. "Young man, I ought to know 
about it much better than you," said he. "You are 
,too young to talk about those times. Although I 
carry nearly eighty winters on my shoulders, my 
head is as clear as ever, and I remember, as if it was 
yesterday, when my father took me with him for the 
first time. I was a boy of twelve years, then, when 
the whole train met together in the forest, and went 
over the Waxenstein Pass." 

We understood the old man at 
last. He was thinking of another 
time and quite a different sort of 
traffic from that of which we had 
spoken. Our conversation about 
Da gg a ge trains, and the dangers of 
mountain passes, had awakened in 
him memories of the times which 
had been the most important of his 
life, full of excitement and adven- 
ture, the remembrance of which still 
made his old blood tingle. 

" If you really did go with the bag- 
gage train," asked my friend, " why 
did they choose such a strange and 
difficult road as the Waxenstein 
Pass instead of keeping in the high- 
way?" 

The old man looked round cau- 
tiously to make sure no one was 
near. "One can speak out now," 
he said at length. " The danger is 
all over. The trains were compelled 
to go secretly, for the troops and of- 
ficers of customs were watching at 
every turn. We have often brought 
many thousand guilders worth of 
watches and silk-stuffs over the 
mountains. There were often thir- 
ty of us in the train, every man of us 
lusty and strong of limb, each with 
his heavy pack upon the back, and 
his musket slung across his breast." 
" Plainly spoken, then, you were a 
smuggler." 

"Well, I never called myself that. 
I bought my goods and sold them 
honestly. But I have tricked the 
government out of many a guilder 
in my day. Ah, those were times ! " 
"A dangerous business and small 
profit, eh ? " 

"Yes, it is true there was not 
much to be gained by it, but it was 
a jolly life — much better than shoot- 
ing game. But one needs a steady 
head and firm footing for that busi- 
ness. Many and many a night have we climbed over 
the rocks and along the sides of precipices, holding 
on by roots and branches, while below, on the pass, 
the officers were watching for us with muskets loaded, 
ready to shoot us down. It was little use for them. 
We knew the mountain paths better than all the 
troops and officers together." 

" Is it a long time since you gave up that way of 
life?" 

"Full twenty years," said the old man. "The 
business grew worse and worse, until, at last, it did 
not pay for the nails in one's shoes. And, besides, 
the last time I made a trip through these mountains, 
with my comrades, a misfortune happened to us, 
that—" 

The old man turned his head away, and appeared 
deeply affected. 

" Tell us about it, my friend," I said, for I felt sure 
that anything which, after so long a time, could 
move the hard-faced old man to tears, must contain 
something worth listening to. 

" It was nothing of particular interest to you, sir," 
said he, after a few moments' pause. " But the best 
friend I ever had, I parted with on that day." 
" Let us hear the story," we entreated. 




SMUGGLERS CROSSING THE ALPS.— G. Sundblad. 



